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NOTES FROM TUE EBITOR 



I am not here to teli you about Discordianism. I am also not here to teli you that I am not here 
to teli you about Discordianism, and that you should figure it out for yourself. We have personnel for 
that. I am not here to teli you about thè Black Iron Prison, and I am defìnitely not here to teli you 
about your Black Iron Prison. That's on you. I am not here to talk about my experience as a 
contriBOte«*to ^his p roiect: I expect you'll have your own as a reader. I am here for facts, and only 
those regarding tne BIP2013 (hereby referred to as This Thing'). Here are some: 

-This Thing has developed over thè course of thè past few years at 

www.principiadiscordia.com 

-This Thing is thè product of many writers and creative minds from across thè internet. 

-This Thing represents a synthesis of traditional and modem creative processes. 

Il contributors to Ttrf»TlìS% worked for free, undÉ^their own volitiqn. So fuck you. 

This Thing was laid oqMN^Iy by hand, from only thè following materials: 

- W '* *Jr\3r t a 

PaP er \jf 

ì 

Sdssors 

Black permanent marker 
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Hands (people's) 

Brains (also people's... At least as far as I know) 

The Internet 

Thank you, and good luck. ^ 

Dimo, TTLC, HfflSH, KSC, Steward of thè House of 6-fì-B-Cab, and part time 
cephalopod • 
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What’s thè Black Iron Prison? Good question. It bubbled up out of thè hive mind of people 
trying to address certain concepts of thè Principia Discordia from a different point of 
view. Eventually, thè ideas, essays, and rants were coilected in a single DIY photocopied 
pamphlet, and released into thè wild. You can find it on thè internet, too; just don i confuse it 
with Philip K Dick’s “Bla ck Iron Prison” — though we borrowed thè name, we use it in a mucl 
differen t way than he did.| 

The language of thè “BIP”, as we began to refer to it, was (often, at least thè parts I wrote) 
structured to point out thè otherwise unnoticed limitations of our perceptions, both physically 
and mentally. It was said that you can never escape thè BIP, because it’s necessarily made up of 
all thè bits of you that make you thè “you” that you are. If you attempt a jailbreak, you end up in 
another celi. So thè task you set is one of architecture and interior design. If you can realize 
where some of thè limitations are, you can shift them if you try hard enough. 

At some point, thè metaphor got stretched to thè point of cracking, and a lot of us got carried 
a way. Some really stupid shit got said, and denounced, and refuted, and we all got a bit wary of 
taking thè BIP further than originally stated. The problem with that is, thè way it was described 
lends itself very easily to special snowflake ’ thinking. My celi is unique to my experiences, 
which must mean that I am special, too. Crowley tried saying this in The Book ofThoth , that thè 
star you see is differ ent than thè star I see, because I am standing in a different place, even if it’s 
only two feet away. “ 


But let’s give that thè oT Barstool, shall we? While we can nuance different walls in ou 
ferret out thè minute differences, that’s functionally useless. If I point at a boat and say, 
look at that boat,” you are seeing thè same boat, even if you can pedantically prove an 
infinitesimal difference. Hofstadter introduced thè idea of “high level chunking” when t 
about consciousness in GEB, and we may be able to apply thè same idea here. Some of 
experiences are familiar enough to be considered “Common”. For instance, let’s say a b 
crashes on thè highway. What happened to each individuai on thè bus is different, but b 
large, they all had thè “same” experience, something they can share without too much 
explanation. You may even be able to identify “sets” of BIP walls. “The Wall o f Gettin 
for example. Or maybe “The Wall of Puking After Drinking Too Much’ 

If this is starting to sound a lot like tnbalistic memes, well... I can’t deny thè similarities If you 
start grouping together expenences at higher and higher levels, you start slapping labels on 
things like, The Wall of Liking thè New Wave of British Heavy Metal” and “The Wall of 
People Who Believe in Christ Our Savior”. But at that point, things start to get unstable. There 
Comes a point where thè color of your wall (as in, thè kinds of experiences you have had) 
becomes significanti different than your neighbors’; like when Teal Green becomes Cyan. At 
that point, thè grouping becomes as meaningless a viewpoint as thè isolationist one: You’re not 
actually sayi ng anything about a pers o n’s BIP; and a t worst, you’re giving misleadii 
information. 

So, they key to creating Common Walls seems to be not to rush into an entire wall 
of commonality, but to carefully determine which bricks and bars share thè same 
properties. Sure, it’s hard work, but if you go thè easy route, it will transform into bullshit, and 
ooze between your fingers. | 









INTRODUCTION 



A lot of things come to mind when you hear thè word "Discordianism", but most of those words are inspired by 
terminally stoned people who think thè hot dog joke is stili funny. This isn’t what this book is about. This book 
is about seeing thè world thè way it IS, rather than thè way you'd like it to be. 

Some have called us "The doom & gloom discordiate", or "The horrormirth crowd", or "Those horrible bastards 
at peedee", but most of those are on Facebook and can thus be safely ignored. The impression they have 
developed - that we are all horror and no mirth - is mistaken; we DO laugh, but it’s a different kind of laugh. Not 
a healthy laugh, granted, but it's a laugh and that counts. 

The reason we laugh is that thè generai level of chaos (and, not coincidentally, stupidity) in thè world has reached 
a point where it can only be described as "poetry in motion". It is a symphony of short-sighted thinking, 
SNAFUs, and visits from thè Fuckup Fairy. Just last week, a Sussex police officer chased himself around for 20 
minutes, because thè CCTV operator identified him as a potential burglar. So when we are criticized for not 
doing enough for Eris, we merely point out that anything we could do would be redundant. So shut up. 

I am not going to talk about thè authors of this book...They can, and have, spoken for themselves, as you will 
shortly see. Instead, I'd like to touch on thè environment in which this book was written, principiadiscordia.com. 
PD was formed in late 2002, under thè banner of thè pinealists, and quickly melted down. By 2005/2006, PD 
was taken over by East Coast Hustle, and thè truly creative period began. 

To understand why this happened, you have to understand East Coast Hustle. He is a lumbering brute of a man 
who allows unhindered creativity mostly because being a forum Nazi would cut into his busy schedule of 
drinking Portland and stomping on lesser mortals. He is thè absentee slumlord of our little community, and when 
he does come by, we are very careful to not allow his shadow to touch us. We're no fools, this is not our first 
rodeo. 

In any case, some serious writing was done between 2006 and thè present day, by members current and past, 
resulting in a half-dozen or so books and a quantity of pamphlets and leaflets that would make Leon Trotski's 
festering corpse weep openly. 

The purpose of most of this writing is and was to assist ourselves in seeing thè world with thè fewest amount of 
filters. We are neither conservative nor liberal, at least in thè modem sense of those two words, because both of 
those concepts are monstrously thick filters that don’t allow you to see anything. Nor are we religiously 
affiliated; our members represent every major Western religion, plus some knockoffs of Eastem religions that 
would make their founders gnash their rotten dead teeth in fury. No, we have no populist agenda, but rather a 
driving need to push your face into thè poop you left on thè carpet and cali you a bad dog. Because you are, you 
know. 

This is thè part where an introduction would normally wrap up. The clock tells me it’s 9AM, and that I have 
things to do. The pills teli me, "There are no clocks", so I shall continue just a little longer. 

As you read through thè horrible drivel and brain-damaged filth that follows this introduction, more than a few 
things you trip across will make you angry. They will offend your filters. This, of course, is thè entire point of 
thè exercise. Those filters you wear that teli you what's Good & Right and what’s Bad & Wrong are bad for you, 
in thè same manner that The Future is bad for you. 

So we wrote this to help you with those filters, and to help you with The Future. We, ourselves, have abandoned 
both, and ran away to thè late 1970s, and we only kept thè Good Stuff. We would have taken you with us, but 
there wasn’t room in thè time machine for all of you, and frankly, we never really liked you anyway. 

And here is thè Good Stuff. 

The Good Reverend Roger 


K 







MEMETIC FUSE 
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You hear people ask it all thè time../'How can so many people be so stupidì, all thè time?" Well, we here at SHUT UP 1 may have found thè 
answer, or at least AN answer. 

When people become too prosperous for starvation to present a reai threat, they tend to get lazy. Ifs a hardwired response.Jf I don't need to 
find food right now, I can stop worrying. Or even thinking. 

But since humans stili move around, day to day, there has to be some form of cognition going on. The human response to this is memetic false 
consciousness, or MFC. What MFC advocates espouse is that human consciousness isn't reai, but rather is simulated by thè brain being 
programmed with a series of virai ideas. Produce stimulus A, get result B, based on thè memes that person has absorbed. 

MFC advocates generally tend to believe that all humans are run by MFC. I personally reject this, on account of Rudyard Kipling and Papa 
Hemmingway...But I DO believe that it is a state that many people can - and do - fall into. Sort of an "auto-pilot", if you will. 
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This explains a great deal of behavior. People in this state tend to reject or ignore any signal that conflicts with, or isn't part of, their meme 
set. This is why you can't change a tea-bagger's mind, or thè mind of a new-age bliss ninny. Provide thè most concrete argument in thè world,^ 
and they will reject it out of hand...At best, they'll agree that you have a point, and then an hour later, thè/re right back where they started. 

It also explains why people like Rush Limbaugh and Michael Moore are so influentiaL.They provide thè memes and thè reinforcement for thè 
memes that allow people to stop thinking. 
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The really interesting part is that when reality conflicts with their meme set, they will distort their perception of reality to remove thè conflict, 
and then repeat thè distorted signal to people who share their meme set. This isn't done consciously, for thè most part. It's automatic, like a 
shark reacts reflexively and without thought 2 . 


This bad signal gets amplified by each person who can receive and process it (i.e., those people with thè same meme set, or one similar enough 
to cope), until you have a tidal wave of stupidity heading for thè beach...And by "thè beach", I mean you. 

MFC also explains why converts are so zealous. They have this bright, shiny new meme that outshines thè other memes in their mental mesh, 
so everything gets fìltered through it, including other, conflicting memes. This is so powerful that it can act as a filter in thè same manner as 
drugs and alcohoL.Thus also protecting thè person from having to deal with thè signal overload that we deal with, each and every day. 


Now, thè really hilarious, laugh-till-you-scream bit is, there's no cure. The only way to influence people employing MFC is to provide new 
memes , which may deal with one behavior, but further muddies thè water, intelligence-wise. Swallow a spider to catch thè meme, so to 
speak. The most we can hope for, and thè overall goal of The Institute, is to create memes that completely short out more than one other 
meme in a given person, thus reducing thè net amount of barriers they have to protect themselves from actual thought. 
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We have spoken, at some length, about how thè reality you experience is not thè entirety of 
existence. We've showed that there are (quite necessary) limitations you self-impose on your 
perceptions, limitations that are hard-wired (biologically) into your senses, and limitations of ignorance 
based on your life experiences (thè building biocks of how you understand thè universe). 

The point of all this was to slap you into realizing that what you see, hear, etc. is not only an extremely 
small part of thè enormity of reality, but is also mostly a false narrative, constructed by your brain in a 
desperate effort to make sense of what's going on around you. Hopefully, you were prompted to take a j 
second, third, or (preferably) always another look at what's being presented to you as "reality"... 
because now you'd be able to see thè walls you've built around you, you can know that you don't know, | 
you can start looking around corners, asking thè questions. 

So there's a nice little metaphor there, which upsets you by showing how you're in a celi, but gives you 
hope that you have thè ability to change thè walls, that you have thè power to choose how you 
experience reality (up to a point). And that's an empowering, self-motivating, positive message, no 
matter how thè material is presented. 

If only that were thè end of it. 

To leave it like that is thè same as saying that economie theory is sound because it works of thè premise 
that people act rationally. The model works just fine when looked at in a vacuum. The problem comes 
when you introduce it as a valid process in thè reai world. Because, in truth, you're not thè one building 
your walls. At least half, as we've discussed elsewhere, is biologically imposed. You can't see what your 
eyes aren't built to see, and all that. So we have about half a celi to work with before we even get 
started. 

So then you have to consider everything that went into your head when you were growing up and didn't ] 
even consider self-reflecting on enough to ask how you know what you know. You had no choice where 
you were born, and right off, that's going to shape a big part of you, whether you're a Hindu in Pakistan, 
or a Baptist in Perù, or a Jew in Texas, l'm not saying those walls are immobile, but just talk to an ex- 
Catholic atheist sometime, and see how much of those walls remain. 


But even if you do allow for biology, and even if you do manage to overcome your birth environment, 
that's only work you did to your past. And look at what you cleared out. Peer pressure from your 
friends growing up. Teachers' telling you what was important and what was not. The radio, playing thè 
songs you were supposed to like, and playing them anyway so they got stuck in your head and are now 
"nostalgie" when you're at a retro night at a club which tells you what's fashionable. Magazines that 
showed you pictures of people they called "attractive". Newspapers that taught you what national 
issues were serious. That's a lot of external bullshit that's telling you what's "right" and "wrong". And 
you kind of just went with it, didn't you? Didn't even realize how deeply your perception of thè world 
changed. 
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So now, yeah, now you feel that you understand that what was fed to you for all those years was 
propaganda. Some of it might have been what can be called 'good signal', but thè majority was 'bad 
signal' - ideas and messages that could be simply wrong, or self-harming (either physically or mentally), 
but in generai, they were messages that built up walls you didn't even know were there. You didn't put 
them there, they were forced on you. But you get that. You know that thè media manipulates you. You 
can see thè entirety of bad signal you accepted in thè past. You're better than that now. 

There's a problem. It's pretty much all bad signal now. While you've been busy tearing down your old 
celi walls to redecorate thè prison thè way you want it, thè world you live in has been building up new 
ones every minute of thè day. And you stili don't notice what's going on, because thè bad signal has 
much, much better carriers these days. The signal is now incredibly good at matching thè environment, 
and building walls that almost look like thè ones you've been building for yourself. And then it turns out 
that thè walls you're building now are thè ones that they wanted you to build. Keep that up long 
enough and you don't have to be manipulated to act against your better interests anymore, because 
your interests are their interests. 

And so you stand there in thè world, looking around with your supposed 'enlightened' eyes, wondering 
why everything's going to shit. 


Bn I 




He is happy whom cir cumstances suit h is temper; but he Is more excellent who suits his temper_ 
to any circumstance. 

I David Hume 
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Ten years ago or so, I started writing about preparing forThe Corning Weird Times. Well, they're 
here. They snuck up on us while we weren't paying attention, while we were squabbling and writing 
psycho letters and other shit. 

ARE you prepared? Are you ready for The Finals™? 

l'm not asking if you're ready to take thè world on, to prank our way to a new tomorrow. While stili fun, 
that sort of thing has limited usefulness these days. Instead, l'm asking if you're prepared to stand on 
your hind legs and remain true to your mutant self, in a world in which mutation is a crime. 

This is an important question, given that thè future is here, and that thè future is badfor you. 

There's too much information, too much bad signal, and too much pressure. And while that's stili better 
than "not enough", it's stili TOO MUCH. Something's got to give, and it's up to you to make sure that 
something isn't YOU. The singularity has arrived, or is at least very dose. Now, by "singularity", I of 
course, am not referring to thè hippie-ass transhumanist bullshit, but its reai definition: The point at 
which making reasonable assumptions about thè future is impossible, because thè growth of technology 
or information has exceeded our ability to keep track of that growth. 

What does that mean, exactly? 

Well, for one thing, it means that you cannot go for a day in today's world without somehow benefiting 
from thè slavery of others. No matter what you buy, some portion of it was grown, harvested, 
manufactured, or mined by slaves. It is now almost utterly impossible to live by any standard of 
morality that Ralph Waldo Emerson would have even recognized, let alone endorsed...And morality is 
important. Not thè fake morality spewed forth by thè world's various fucked up religions, but thè 
common morality of not profiting from thè misery of others. 

Another example is that it is almost impossible to gather factual data about world or even locai 
events. A grand total of 5 media companies control all thè news most of you receive, and none of it is 
trustworthy. It's a tsunami of bad signal, and this is deliberate. You can't make intelligent (IE, 
dangerous) decisions without solid data, after all...And They don't have to censor news, they just have to 
"improve" it, or merely drown it out with volumes of trivia about Kim Kardashian or whatever. 

It is also important to note that your own electronics and software are not entirely under your 
control. The very operating System I am using on this computer sends all manner of information to its 
manufacturer, and it receives "updates" whether or not I want them. My celi phone has a GPS installed 
in it, even though I didn't ask for or pay for it. It's just that, because / didn't pay for it, / can't use it. So 
who is? 

Sound paranoid? Well, l'm here to teli you that paranoia is no longer possible. "Paranoia" is thè 
delusion that they're out to get you.Jf they really ARE, it's not paranoia. And while They don't even 




























































































know you exist, they are stili out to get you. A rancher does not hate or even identify with one cow that 
he's shipping to thè slaughterhouse, but thè cows are just as doomed as they would be ifhe did. So 
while it's nothing personal to THEM, it certainly is to YOU. 

I think most of us agree that you can't stop The Machine™. It's too Goddamn big, and throwing yourself 
under its clattering tracks will accomplish nothing but to give it free lubrication, as you become thè 
Person of Interest™ de jour. 

Instead, thè focus has to be on how to maintain your individuality in this gigantic Black Iron Prison. I 
know that's supposed to be a term describing your internai state, but it is now also an external 
condition. 

So I think maybe it's time to examine that external component, in thè same manner that we have 
examined thè internai component. And I think we should start now. 

Or Kill Me Some More. 
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THE EXPLOITATION CYCLE 


Secret Agent G 





Most, if not all, of thè stuff you own is tainted with thè blood and suffering of other human beings, from your phone 
to your M&Ms. Why? Because modem Western life is inherently tied up in a global cycle of violence, poverty, 
environmental destruction, and de facto slavery. 

| Your demand for cheap shit is heeded by companies, who proceed 
to wring every single ounce of profit they can from thè product, their supply feeds your demand, and thè cycle starts 
over again. You know who really pays for your crap? The people who actually produce it, from thè raw materials to thè 
finished product. They pay for it with their sweat, blood, and sometimes their lives. All so thè Western world can 
keep on turning, uninterrupted on its way t o hell and dragging thè rest of thè planet along for thè 
ride. | 

(oh, and here, go take this survey to see how many slaves work for you: slaveryfootprint.org/survey) 



Let’s look at how your electronics are tied to thè cycle, because in 2012, you need them. Society as it exists in thè 
West requires that you have a celi phone (enough so that you can receive a subsidy for even smart phones) and at 
least access to thè internet, even if it’s through your library rather than your own computer. Otherwise your ability 
to function in thè 21st century is compromised - job applications are often online-only, there are lawyers who no 
longer use phones to make contact with clients, you need some sort of phone and celi phones are generaily cheaper and 
a better buy, etc. 


Raw material: Coltan 



Although thè Democratic Republic of Congo is generally a low-level supplier (only providing 13% of thè world’ s supply 
in 2009, although thè actual numbers are hard to pin down), thè resource-rich DRC sits on top of 64% of thè world’s 
supply of coltan, an ore of a rare metal called tantalum which is vital to thè electronics industry and used in 
everything from celi phones to nuclear reactors* 23 . The DRC has been war-torn since it gained its independence in 
1960 from Belgium, thanks to Western powers interfering for their own benefit, two invasions by Uganda, Burundi, and 
Rwanda in thè 90s (who proceeded to massacre thè Congolese, loot thè country, and mass export materials they had had 

no previous known sources for, but thè DRC was known to have significant deposits of), and then thè spin-off civil 

wars, confiicts, and foreign intervention that continue to plague thè DRC today 4 . 

The Congolese government has been unable and sometimes unwilling to properly control thè mining of many minerals 
(including coltan), in part because thè Second Congo War is stili unofficially going on (and claiming about 1,500 
people a day in addition to thè 900,000-5,400,000 it claimed before “officially” ending in 2003) and/or because 
officials benefit from thè process, meaning that multinational companies have had to use 'locai suppliers' (read: war 
lords and rebels) to get thè raw materials needed for their goods. The conditions in thè mines thè war lords run are 

dangerous and thè wages - which workers don’t always get consistently - are piss-poor and unlivable 5 . But tantalum 

is valuable and estimates suggest millions of dollars a month are made by specifically coltan exports by these locai 
suppliers, fueling thè conflict that makes '...extensive use of child soldiers and labor, indenture labor, 
gender - based violence and mutilation against women and children as well as [indiscriminate] and unlawful killings' 6 . 





Your phone? Your demand for a Mac that only costs you a grand instead of thè +$4000 it would if it was made in thè 
US? Costs thè lives and thè safety of an entire nation, and of late, thè DRC has been even more unstable, making 
tracking of minerai origins even more difficult than they already were‘. 

This, of course, is not even touching thè effects of thè mining on thè environment, which are severe. The highest 
concentrations of deforestation in Africa are in thè areas where coltan mining takes place, and thè DRC's Kahuzi 
Biega National Park, which sits on top of a very large lode of coltan, has suffered large losses in their large 
mammal populations, particularly elephants and thè already endangered lowland gorilla, due to hunting by thè 
thousands of people who have moved to thè park to mine 8 . 

Despite thè fact that thè DRC specifically provides a relatively small portion of thè world’s tantalum, there is 
nevertheless a special connection between your electronics and thè violence in thè DRC, as most of thè DRC’s tantalum 
goes to thè Chinese electronics industry 9 . 

Some companies are aware of thè costs of DRC coltan and try to ensure they buy confiict-free materials (emphasis on 
a try** , although scientists are working to find a properly effective method to teli where a specific shipment of 
coltan comes from), but other do not and knowingly purchase conflict coltan, fail to ensure thè whole chain is clean, 
or provide incredibly shoddy arguments as to why they can* t possibly be buying conflict minerals 10 . The whole process 
is shady at best, with cross-border smuggling, corruption, lies, and intermixing of conflict-free and conflict coltan 
even before it leaves Africa (this is thè source of some of thè discrepancies in thè statistics, as officiai 
Congolese numbers are far smaller than thè import records of DRC coltan kept by other nations, not to mention thè 
probable inflation of coltan export numbers of neighboring countries) 11 u . 

Once thè coltan leaves Africa, 80% of it goes to three processors, America*s Cabot Corporation, Germany’ s H. C. 

Starck, and thè Chinese Ningxia Non-ferrous Metals Smeltery, thè latter of which is thè primary consumer of Central 
Africa*s coltan 13 . After thè ores are processed, they are sent abroad to be made into capacitors by companies in thè 
US, South Korea, Israel, and other countries, before being returned to China, where they are put into Circuit 
boards 11 . 

Which brings us to how you participate (however unwillingly, given thè lack of alternatives) in thè exploitation of 



When one of thè best factories to work in in China has their workers sign an anti-suicide pledge and had to set up 
safety nets after fourteen suicides in 2010, there* s something incredibly wrong , don* t you think 1 " 161 '? That factory, 
called Foxconn, works with thè who*s who of thè electronics world and produces 50% of all thè world’s consumer 
electronics has been thè focus of or included in a number of reports by China Labor Watch over thè last few years, 
and although there are efforts (of questionable effectiveness since thè worker loses either way) being made to 
improve things, conditions and pay are atrocious at best 1819 . 

The US State Department suspects that there is actual forced labor in Chinese factories, but thè vast majority of thè 
exploitation happening in Chinese factories is, to use thè old anarchist terra, “wage slavery** Wage slavery is 
when thè life of thè earner depends on thè pittance of thè money they get in an immediate and total way. If you quit 
or lose your job, you are fucked forever, which means that you are forced to tolerate whatever bullshit your boss 
throws your way, no matter how bad. You have no other choice. 

The situation in these Chinese factories is this turned up to eleven. 



Let*s start with overtime and pay, before we touch anything else. Workers at Foxconn log in about eighty hours of 
overtime these days (which is a vast improvement over thè numbers before 2010), but again, Foxconn is one of thè best 
factories in China to work for and other factories work their people for much longer, coming in at 100-130 hours of 
overtime during thè normal season and 150-180 hours during peak production periods^ 1 . A lot of this overtime is 
involuntary, despite thè claim to thè contrary, and a lot more of it is “voluntary** in that thè workers need extra 
hours to have something resembling a living wage". 



Quote 

“The minimum wage... does not meet thè living costs of its workers. Workers cannot earn a living wage from normal 
working hours alone, and must work excessive overtime|hours in order to earn enough money to survive. In Hongkai 
Electronics for example, workers* minimum monthly wage was $138 USD in October 2010. There was a $6 USD deduction 
for dormitory accommodations, a $40.50 USD deduction for food, a Utilities fee deduction, and a $15.30 USD deduction 
for social insurance, which left $76.20 USD. If workers have other expenses or financial responsibilities, such as 
vocational education classes or financial support of their parents (one of thè main reasons migrant workers seek work 
in cities), it would be impossible to meet their living costs with only $76.20 USD 23 . ” 


Please note that thè above is a very conservative estimate and that most workers* living costs are much 



Certain kinds of workers - students and “dispatch workers” (China*s version of temporary workers) - are 
even more vulnerable. Student laborers (also called interns) in Foxconn’s factory were not insured and were regularly 
cheated out of four hours’ worth of pay while completing thè same types of work as everyone else 2J . They and dispatch 
workers are paid piecemeal, are out of luck if they’re injured, have no way of seeking redress for labor violations, 
and don’ t get even thè half-assed accommodations that Foxconn’ s actual workers get 25 . 

The conditions in which employees work are appalling. There is not more than very basic safety training (if that), 
protective gear is either shoddy (masks that do little to prevent workers from breathing in metal dust) or thè use of 
it is discouraged (gloves interfere with efficiency), and thè Chemicals and sound levels are hazardous to thè 
workers’ health 262 '. They stand in thè same position for ten hours a day, with one ten minute break, controlled access 
to restrooms, and a piddly half-hour for lunch (reraember, there are hundreds of people to feed in that half an hour 
- how many people go hungry because they couldn’t get to thè food soon enough?) 28 . Even a slight mistake by an 
employee often results in a humiliatingly public lecture a supervisor, resulting in a sense of being dehumanized. One 
employee went so far as to say, “As a Foxconn worker, I cannot treat myself as a human being” * 



The conditions in which they live are equally bad, with jara-packed and filthy living quarters and their entire lives 
are controlled 30 31 32 . 

Quote 

“Foxconn extends thè assembly line from production workshop into workers' living spaces, and continues to utilize a 
disciplinary management model in thè dormitory to drive down costs to thè greatest limit. The dormitory labor System 
ensures workers spend their off-hours just preparing for another round of production. Food and drink, sleep, and 
other aspects of workers* daily lives are scheduled just like thè production lines. Regarding food, “you must 
forget that it has flavor. ** Living in thè dormitory “resembles living in a prison. ” Workers are not allowed to 
cook, and cannot receive friends or families overnight. 33 ” 

It’s highly unlikely you own something that hasn*t been touched by someone who hasn’t been demeaned into a drone, who 
goes from one shift to thè next with absolutely zero hope of a better life*\ 

I’m not even going to start on what thè electronics industry in China does to thè environment. That discussion would 
add another three pages to this essay, which is awful long already. But suffice it to say that thè disposai of thè 
waste that results from thè process is not well handled and are contaminating farmland, ground water, and rivers in 
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thè region 

Foxconn is regarded, even by critics, as thè best electronics factory to work for in China. What does this say about 
thè lives of employees of other companies? How many ppople are suffering what kind of conditions in order to crank 
out computers and phones and gaming consoles and other electronic Staples of Western society? Think about it. 

Your things are very, very expensive. But it’s not you who pays thè price. The price of your shit is paid in thè rest 
of thè world in child soldiers, rape, murder, suicide, slavery, destroyed ecosystems, and poisoned rivers. Their 
price is thè lives of other human beings. 

But avoiding exploitation goods is nigh impossible. You need a cellphone and access to thè internet and clothing and 
any number of other things to function in thè West, and you want shit like chocolate and coffee (both of which are 
connected to child and slave labor). But until thè day everyone is willing and able to pay thè price of non- 
exploitation goods, we’ re stuck. 
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Have you ever noticed how thè more people there are in any one spot thè stupider they get? It's a 
strange sort of effect. People start to feed off of each other's bad ideas. Sure sometimes you come up 
with some good ideas in collaboration, but just as often, if not more so, thè overall intelligence is 
diminished. 


The Problem seems, to me, to be twofold. 


The first is that everyone wants to belong. Something in our brain just clicks on and we stop existing as 
an individuai and start acting as a tribe. It's instinctual. Being in a group can be important. We are, after 
all, a social species and being alone is not particularly good for us. There is also protection in numbers, 
which can be pretty important when you're chasing a Non out of your village. 

Well, our villages have gotten very large. So large, in fact, that we're often alone with a million other 
lonely people. This, perhaps, makes us want to belong even more. So we form our own groups, our own 
tribes, with common values, songs, social rituals, lingo, etc. 


There's a problem with tribes though- they separate us from people who aren't in our specific tribe. 
"Those guys are different. They don't have thè same values as us. We don't like them. Fuck those guys. 
They're thè reason why everything is wrong in thè world." It's kind of like those guys in that politicai 
party who are completely whacked out on thè Kool-Aid lately. You know which ones l'm talking about. 

The other part is thè lingo, thè buzzwords, thè fnords, as it were. Language is good. It helps us 
communicate important ideas. To survive, even. But language also shapes thè way we think. Words have 
nuance. Those nuances, while intended to give more detail in fewer words, can also be used to 
manipulate thè way you think. 

Let's take that politicai party into consideration again. You ever talk to one of them? You just CAN'T 
make them see reason. To agree with you is to disagree with thè tribe, and thè tribe's teachings. They all 
agree with each other on everything. They may change their minds, but only when thè shamans change 
theirs. Their politics have been homogenized by thè shamans, through these nuances. These shamans of 
thè politicai sphere have very effective incantations. The tribes-folk look at everyone else and think that 
everyone has an agenda but them. Agenda this agenda that. They can't even see their own hypocrisy. 
They are incapable of it. You ever notice they repeat thè same phrases mindlessly (and it's always a 
phrase that one of thè shamans once said on TV)? If you've talked to one, you know what they're going 
to say down to thè phrase. This is because their thinking has been hijacked by thè words that thè 
shamans put in their heads. Like a catchy tunes that you can't stop humming. Thought gets replaced 
with computer programming. The good thing about programs though is that they can be deleted. The 
bad thing is that it's not very easy to do. The tribesman must realize that a shaman has put them under a 
speli before they can attempt to become an individuai again. 


And as far as that politicai party goes, if you think I was just talking 
you need to reread this. 

It's time to undo thè shaman’s speli. It's just trickery anyway. 


about thè one that opposes yours, 












Many, many years ago there lived a man named 
"Knows-Nothing." 
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"Knows-Nothing" lived in a large but sheltered 
village, whose name has long been forgotten. 
What is known, according to thè tales, is that 
thè people of this village practiced a very 
peculiar set of customs. All their days were 
spent chasing green butterflies.! 

"Knows-Nothing" was named such, simply, 
because thè other villagers felt it described him 
so perfectly. To some regards that description 
may have had a degree of truthfulness, but one 
thing was certain: he knew nothing of chasing 
green butterfl ies. But then again, what else is 
there, right? 




One summer afternoon, while "Knows-Nothing" 
walked thè nearby wood, he carne across a 
"Horrible Truth." It was said that what "Knows- 
Nothing" saw was, indeed, so horrible that it 
caused him to lose consciousness for three days 
and two nights. 


"Knows-Nothing" awoke in a daze. Thinking it all 
a dream, he was maddened once again upon 
seeing thè "Horrible Truth" lying there beside 
him. The "Horrible Truth" was reai. "The village 
must be warned!" he said to himself, as he 
gathered his sanity and ran back to town. 


"Knows-Nothing" arrived in a blaze, hollering as 
loud as he could, "I have seen thè Horrible 
Truth!" Running and yelling, he made his way 
through thè village. "The Horrible Truth is out 
there!" He bellowed at thè top of his lungs. 
However, no one paid him any attention, and 
they all went on blissfully chasing green 
butterflies. Perceiving him a fool, no one could 
be bothered to listen. 


"Knows-Nothing" set up a booth in thè village 
square, and asked people as they passed: 

"Hello, sir. Are you aware of thè "Horrible 
Truth"? Excuse me, ma'am! Have you seen thè 
recent studies about thè "Horrible Truth?" l'm 
sure if you reviewed thè Information, you would 
find..." Again, he was greatly ignored. That is, 
until he was told to move along by one of thè 
elders. He was making it diffic ult for others to 
Chase green butterflies. 

Having seen thè peoples' reaction, "Knows- 
Nothing" got a grip on himself. "No one is going 
to listen to a raving lunatic," he said, "maybe I 
, can explain to them thè "Horrible Truth" calmly. 
ni use some graphs and charts and a Power¬ 
Point with bulleted lists of facts and citations! 

No one would deny actual evidence! Right?" 
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No one would listen to anything "Knows- 
Nothing" said, despite thè fact that he had seen 
thè "Horrible Truth," which was far more 
horrible than he could even understand himself. 
"Knows-Nothing" knew one thing, ifthe people 
weren't prepared for thè "Horrible Truth", it 
would surely destroy them all. "I need to keep 
telling them ! They must listen, whether they 
want to or noti" And he stormed into town 
once more. 




"...And I think we're going to have to ask you to 
leave, you're being an awful downer." àga 


Defeated, Knows-Nothing walked away, head 
hung. He knew about "The Horrible Truth" yet 
his words were ignored or misunderstood. He 
looked over his shoulder towards his old village, 
and he could hear thè cries of devastation as 
they pealed through thè tr ees as "The Horrible 
Truth" consumed them all.i^^l 


ni imi 


As he looked on, an old sage named Knows-A- 
Thing-Or-Two" happened to pass. As "Knows- 
Nothing" cast his eye upon him, he felt thè need 
to warn thè old man to avoid that village at all 
costs, as there lay thè "Horrible Truth" but, by 
thè look in thè old sage's face, "Knows-Nothing" 
knew that he was well aware. He stopped his 
words at thè thought. 


They looked at each other in silence and 
nodded. w 


"Excuse me." A nearby elder approached, "All 
this talk about "The Horrible Truth," well, it got 
me thinking, you see..." He paused... 


"You listen here, you butterfly-chasing morons! 
I have seen thè "Horrible Truth!" he yelled, 
"And if you stupid assholes don't do something 
about it, "The Horrible Truth" is going to kill us 
all! Now, you better listen up!" 

The people of thè village looked up at "Knows 
Nothing," in shock at thè sudden outburst. 
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DON’T BE AFRAID 


To Be Scared! 



Fear is a naturai reaction that tells you when 

You’re in Danger. 


Not too sure about that guy over therel 
Then you may be In Danger. 

Do you know what to do about suspicious and potentially 

Dangerous activities? 


REPORT THEM. 

Remember, if something is unfamiliar to you, your locai Law 
Enforcement agencies are there to Help. 

So, when Danger Strikes, 

Do thè right thing. 

Don’t be afraid, 

Be scared. 
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SCARSO. 



Hey, kids. Things have gotten a little scuri ; haven’t thev? This is, of course, no accident. 
They’ve been teaching you to be scared since you were a little kid. Scared of strangers. 
Scared of punishment. Taught “respect” (read: fear) for Authority Figures. Yes, thè reai 
lesson that Offìcer Friendly taught you in grade school is that one day in thè future, you 

might find out just hovv friendly he is. 


In thè 70s, Americans were “outraged” (read: scared shitless) by endless hijackings and thè 
seizing of thè American embassy in Tehran. This was immediately followed, of course, by 
strange tales of shame and failure in thè Iranian desert, when Operation Eagle Claw went 
sideways due to gross incompetence on thè part of squabbling militar} branch’s logistics 

branehes. 

The reaction was immediate. Jimmy Carter was scnt packing, to build houses for poor 
people, and Ronald Reagan was swept into office in a landslide. I Iere’s this kindly-looking 
tough old grandfather figure, saying “You just hunker down, folks, and we’ll deal with these 
savages”. America told itself that it was Standing Tali again, but thè reality is that it was 
merely hiding behind a screen aetor who wasn’t afraid to do a little saber-rattling. 

Reagan also introdueed thè fear of ourselves... Fear of thè Drug Addict, fear of thè AIDS 
Patient. He taught us to look at each other as potential killers and rapists, and to stay inside 
and shut thè hell up. He in fact coined thè ultimate expression of fear, “If you Ve done 
nothing wrong, you have nothing to worry about”. Now pee in this bottle, please, to prove to 
us all that you aren’t a drug-addled monster looking to rape our daughters. 

The 80s and 90s were a rime of dull fear, of a sense of unease. There was no immediate 
threat, but we all knew that something was out there, waiting to pounce on us thè moment 

we stopped paying attention. 

On September llth, 2001, It Happened. We all remember that day, right? And there were 
our public servants, up on a podium, scaring thè living shit out of us with thè full cooperation 
& assistance of every major news network. The news stream at thè bottom of your 
television screen w as an endless parade of OH SHIT; WE’RE ALL GOING TO DIE! 

After a while, of course, emotional fatigue set in, and people just couldn’t work themselves 
up into an epileptic fit of fear anymore, at least not over terrorists. Foreign ones, anyway. 
So instead, sometime between 2005 and thè present, we were taught to fear our public 



servants. The TSA, for example, instills pants-shitting terror in just about everyone who 
flies. You don’t make jokes in thè airport. No. Not unless you want to find yourself in a 
small room being cavity-searched by a guy with fìngers thè size of bratwursts. And if you 
piss off any of thè rest of thè executive branch, you’ll be killed by drone aircraft or just taken 
away as a “person of interest”, and what’s left of your family will live under a bridge and 

drink fìlthy water until thè day they die. 

The question I have to ask, though, is Just what exactly are you afraid ofp Why are you 
putting up with this, especially from a social fiction such as thè US Government? Nothing is 
actually wrong. Let me say that again: Nothing is actually wrong. It’s like watching 
children afraid of thè bogeyman, trying to hide in their beds from a threat which does not 

actually exist. 

So just stop for a moment. Stop what you Ve doing, and hit thè TV or Youtube or whatever, 
and take a good long look at your locai, state, and federai government offìcials. They’re 
monkeys with power ties; they look kind of silly wearing those outfits, don’t they? 

They are in fact absurd. So just what ARE you afraid of? Terrorists have killed less 
American people in total than will die in car accidents in thè next 3 months. The 
government? Ridiculous. They can’t seem to do AN YTHING right, mostly because they Ve 
just a convenient arrangement we dreamt up to make sure that thè roads get paved. 

The police, perhaps? How many police are there? The only reason they have any power at 
all is because we agree that they do. Other than that, they Ve just brigands with tasers and a 

taste for a little roadside aggression. 

But it’s not even that, is it? No, thè reality is that fear has become your baseline emotion. 
Everything is assessed fìrst in terms of fìght or flight. Aggression or panie. That is thè very 
fìrst fìlter that you employ when processing any data at all in your lives. Fear for its own 
sake. Fear of fear itself, as a giant of a man once said. 

And you must enjoy that Constant low-level anxiety, right? 

Because if you didn% you’d stop . 

Or Kill Me. 


But then I realized I was preaching to tiny monkeys in too small jackets and nobody can hear me over thè sound of them grinding their own organs."| - A.P. O'Stacey 



You'tte. A W^ole. Diffeaent Pewon When You'we. $cgReD. 

IM&tf HoJ 

I bave dlways said tildi The (ood Re ver end Roger is too edsy on you humdns. Vpare thè beating, spoil 
thè primate, I dlways sdy. I mean, it’s not like you aren’t used to bedtings, it’s not like you don’t expect 
them dnd in fact roentdlly prepare yourself for them every ddy ol your lives. 

Tdke thè dverdge Citizen. Left to his ovm devices, he is d rdtiondl creature, with a vdgue notion thdt he 
should be dble to sdy dnd do whdt he pleases, so long ds everything involves consenting ddults. Mow put 
in some fear...)ay, Rush Limbdugh telling him thdt thè Qdys dre going to “recruit” his sons dnd 
ddughters dnd turn them into homosexudls thdt won’t continue his genetic line. 

luddenly, he’s d different guy v isn’t he? Mow he's rdnting dbout Gay mdrridge being thè work of thè 
devii, dnd he’ll join any lynch mob or pseudo-fascist politicai party you care to create. 

Or maybe teli him thdt terrorists are going to come Idll him and his fdmily, thus ensuring - dgdin - thdt 
his genetic line «fili be erased. Mow he’s editing thè FAI on poor ok) Habib thdt runs thè gas station on 
thè corner, asking them why thdt crazy Arab hasn’t been hauled off to a camp yet. 

Or even teli him thdt Black people are going to break into his home and rape his wife and ddughters. 

Agdin, thè genetic imperative, yes? 

Humdns dre rational beings until sudi d time ds their ersatz immortality is threatened, at which point 
they become angry howler monkeys, ready to Itili or mdim anyone who looks different than they do. 
There has been precisely zero measurable progress over thè last 2 million years, at least in thè way 

humdns think. 

And don 9 t run off blaming Rush Limbdugh. If people didn’t wdnt to hedr him, he’d be out of business. 
Likewise with thè so-cdlled “federai government”...Fascisti wouldn’t be running thè show unless humdns 
allowed them to do it. Tyrants don’t appear; they are advertised for and then hired by a gutless public 
thdt can no longer bear thè weight of freedom and self-determindtion. 

On teptember 20th of 2001, ray then-boss’s wife was railing dbout how everyone in America of ftiddle- 
Castern descent should be locked up until such time as they could prove theraselves to be “loyal citizens” 
(thè standard she set for loyalty was, of course, religion). I remarked thdt we had to be free or thè 
terrorists had succeeded, and she looked at me like I was dbout to reveal a bomb vest. 


'We bave to be iATC!” she snarled. 




Well, here’s o quick tip (rotti yotir Fottìily bokior: You aren’t sole. You cattai be mode sole. You ore o 
weaponized ope oti o planet Itili o! weaponized apes, ottd even under thè strictest authoritarian rule, 
you can’t stop your neighbor (rom doìng stupìd or hostile things. 

And besides, (reedom - thè only occeptable stote (or a biped - is by definitoti not sole. “Ilo blood, no 

loul”, play rough, and UVE. 

There was a T-shirt mente back in thè 80s/90s, cafled “No Feor”. I always liked that. It spoke to me o( 
primdtes who relused to be cowed, who rdused to (ear physicol harra or imprisonment, «rito KNCW, 
instinctively, that Martin Luther King and Mohammed Ali were thè RCAL American heroes, and mode 
pontywaists like General Westmoreland look fike thè absurd little clown* they were. 

It’s easy to (eel brave, alter oli, as a generai, or even in o mob o( bowling maniocs demanding more wor 
ond less butter. It’s o lot harder to be brave when alone, when The Man is night there in your (ace, 
telling you to toe thè line or go to prison (or thè rest o( your lile. Or when you know that every time 
you get behind a podium or walk on thè sidewalk, there’s a very good chance that some crazed yokel 

with a ride will shut you up (or good. 

Martin Luther King KNCW he was going to die. He alluded to it in his last speech. And he stili didn’t 
shut up. Ne ranted and ranted and when some redneck swine (inally shot him v his rants eontinued\ and 
bave never (aded away, despite every ellort on thè part o( Those who oppose his message. 

Humans can stand on their hind legs. This has been proven. Mohammed Ali stared thè United Vtotes 
Army in thè (ace, and threw his career away, just to demonstrate that he was a Free Mon, and that they 
had no power over him. He had no handle (or them to grab. Nothing they could take away (rom him 
was enough to moke him knuckle under...And, in thè end, nobody - not even thè most virulent racists or 
hyper-patriots - bove thè stones to talk trash about him, even though he is now a leeble, sick old man. 

Yo there. You bave no excuses, anymore, (or thè handle sticking out ol your (orehead. You bave no 
excuse to crawl, no excuse to live in (ear o( some nebulous threat conveyed by tolking heads and 
criminals in suits. It is time to decide whether you are a rational human being, or a terrilied monkey. 
Nobody can moke this choice (or you. YOU bave to stand upright in thè sun, or scurry into thè shadows 

like a rat, and take whatever bullshit They hand you. 

And you bave to decide NOW. 


Okay (or now, 
Dok 
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Batman 


S°es back 
iMer toni ah 


meeting S ò 


Remoti 


Way^ e 


thatBruce 


And Batman 


This demon was able to work my brain's control panel so easily because his 
buddy already has a superuser password. That one entered me while I was 
reading Batman comics as a kid, visualizing what it'd be like to be Batman - 
rich, mysterious, smart as a whip, empowered... It really spoke to me, to thè 
me I wanted to be. And now that demon is holding thè door open for other 
Batman demons. When thè movie C omes out, Batman w i ll have ac( 
my bank ^co^tj^ 

iisysibi# 

lisi of all his demons and knoc-- 

to Arkham Asylum. 


one 


If Batman realized that HE was a demon, would he check himself into 
Arkham Asylum? And then he stops and I wonder 


Batman? 


look 


this 


demon trying 


who 


to 


up 


is 
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Please give Dimo access to thè memebomb database 


I So far, l've been talking about how thè cells and bars that were given to us or imposed upon us are an 
| accretion of what we have experienced. But what about when we realize thè kind of game we're 
playing, and then begin redecorating for ourselves? And what about when we seek out and build new 
celi walls with other people? 

Obviously, there are some limitations we can't change. We've gone over that before. But as far as 
mental/psychological bricks and bars go, then, to quote thè Chao te Ching, "turning one into thè other is | 

I simple as changing your mind. [Please note that changing your mind is not simple.]" We can make an 
I effort to overcome barriers and fili in gaps, provided we know what we're looking for. We can study thè 
many kinds of bias and be mindful to recognize when we're fading for it, and we can challenge our 
| assumptions for which we never received good evidence. And as far as I can teli, it makes us better 
bipeds for it. 

Of course, we see thè bars of other people's prisons much more easily than we see our own ("you're 
making conclusions without proof, while I simply have faith," and all that). And if we're going to share 
common walls, we're going to see things in thè people we're sharing with that seem to us like serious 
limitations: A Pro-Gay-Rights Republican; a punker who also likes Chick Corea; a LARPer who likes 
anchovies on their pizza; an Occupy-er who's also racist. And there's usually a strong impulse to cali out ^ * 
barriers we don't like in other people. But this can lead to what Roger has pointed out among a lot of I 
good-minded activists - A tendency to focus on thè differences rather than thè similarities. 

Now, l'm certainly not suggesting that we blindly open arms and accept a "means justifies thè end" 
approach when we work with other people. Considerations must be made if thè non-common things in 
a person's life cast a pali or taint thè entire purpose of thè collaboration (thè example of a racist Occupy 
person comes to mind). But at thè same time, we need to make a conscious and deliberate effort to 
establish thè point where another person's un-shared belief hurts thè group, and where your belief 
about their un-shared belief hurts thè group. 

There seems to be an unspoken and unexamined bit of "truthiness" that says a group must be orthodox j 
and in complete agreement about a subject, or else all is lost. But this is clearly bullshit. Just in thè 
same way that your walls can have similar properties as other persons', you have to also recognize that 
there will be differences, as well. If you set thè bar too high, you're going to isolate yourself and your 
actions to a point where they are not effective. 


Attn: Faust. 
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The mammalian brain is a hell ot a thing. Much like reality, you brain knows exactly whaf it wants and 
doesn't ready give a damn what you think about that. The most good (and it's quite a bit of good) your 
thoughts can do is guide your filthy meatsack around until it experiences thè Chemicals you brain 
desires. You know that moment when you think you're taking a drink of beer and find yourself with a 
mouthful of soda instead? 

And now that happens every. Single. Day. In every aspect of your life because: 

You getfed pretty, bubbly stories about how things should be ; thè rotten and saccharine thoughts of 
someone desperately trying cover their walls, replace them with something less...restrictive. You eat 
these stories up and you spit them back out for someone else to feed on. And then, thè damndest thing 
happens. It's not that your brain doesn't want to cooperate, your BRAIN is functioning just fine, and it's 
your thoughts that lead you to thè conclusion that something is wrong. So long as you're basing your 
actions on a narrative you are going to get a dump of BAD Chemicals when reality doesn't match up in a 
way that pleases you. 

Every time you get that dump of Chemicals they settle in your brain and in your bones. They etch code 
onto your hardware and you go on, carrying that memory of a Chemical. You go and you build whole 
new walls with that hardware, to protect yourself you make your prison smaller and smaller, so there is 
less to protect. With less to protect you can finally focus on making everything pretty in here. 

And yet...suddenly everything outside seems so much larger than it was before. The shadows and voices 
echo louder and fili every space that is not expressly your own, which gets smaller and smaller. 

And you cling tighter and tighter to that wall, made of your own fears and misguided, fitful experiences, 
because it is all you have left in thè world anymore. It has become your entire world, and it's ripped 
away, your mind goes with it. 

Your fear is what protects you. All animals feel this, even if they try to avoid thè horrible impact this 
truth has on their daily lives where there are no big predators, even when humans have to resort to 
complex and ornate social games because that's all their survival depends on anymore. 

And that's okay. Fear is good. It shows you which way to go or not go. 

You can't let fear dose in on you; it can't keep you safe when there is no longer any danger. In fact, quite 
thè opposite. 




"He was born with thè gift of laughter and a sense that thè world was mad, and that was his only 
patrimony." - Rafael Sabbatini 








Th« Learnìng Man (and other myths) 


The (xood Reverenti Roger 


The thìngabout The Macine™ ìs that R reaiy does gìve thè people Mho live in R Mhat they Mani oratleast 
Mhat they » they «Nani or Mhat they TRIHK. they Mani Thte may be very different from Mbat they actually 
Whil>utThe Rach>ne cahhardly be blamed for thai Thè order mos fìlled as ptoced. Ifs dassìc 
dteìnformatton staff, net unlìke thè old o Henry story, Tt* Monkey's Puu 


Consìden The American people said they Manted polìticians to be “tough on crime". Anyone Mho has ever seen 
thè insi de of a felonycourtroomkhoMsthat thè System is gfrvaajKtoivfo on crime, but Mh at pdìtìcìan ever got 
elected saying so? 5o pditìcians get elected promising to crack down on criminals, and pretty soon you have ò 
year olds being arrested on felony charges for actìng out in doss (Th«y ran ©ut of rea! crìmes to leggiate, so 
they h»t ón “dìsruptìng an educational fadlRy". This oTyjurse results in outrage; you can’t go to facebook 
Mrthout hRtìng a million petRìons atout R, pennati by ti* sutne usshcks tfat ciemncM exuctiy wtwt twppeneti! 


“f 


Als©, people Manted 20% returns on their investments. The Machine™ complìed~but math ìs math, and thè ©nly 
May to get thatsort of return ìs to eRher A) ìncrease prìces of goods and Services, Mhìch thè public won't hear 
of, or 6) reducìng thè ccst of makìng those prodotte. Jo The Machine™ reduced coste, by sendìng AmericanJobs 
to slave pens in Malaysia, china, etc. Then thè public is again outraged, because they lost their |obs an 


children are working in sweatehops—And agaìn, ti* \*rysun>e assholes cofnphtofaj are ti* ossiyoks titut 
àefmtxteei ti* tvgher returns. 


People Mant cheaper food. The Machine™ plods off and hires ìllegals to pick crops, and also ìnvents thìngs lìke 

b R ch, b Rch ,bReh- —- — 


Thìngs get nrai/yìnterestìng when we demand guns and batter at thè some ime. After 9/11, Me Mere Jo pissed 
off at those dìrty Ay-rabs, so wrapped around thè axle, that Me tolerated our government ìnvadìng thè wrong 
country, of course, they eventually invaded thè right country, but they didn’t stop thè first Mar. The public 
Moaldn’t hear of cutting any domeshe spendìng, but demanded Me teach those smudgy foreìgners a thing or 
two. Then ttush dosed doMn half thè VA hospRals to pay for a TAA CUT. MWARTIMc. THOi everyone ìs shocked 
th at M ou Hd e d v e t e r a na a r e n e gl et t e c i ---- 


by noM you’re probably pazded as t o why The Machin e™ ìs getting some good press from Th< Rood Reverend. 
but R*s noi really-because Mhat ti The Machine™, after all? Thais righi lis you and me. lis every dumb 
fuckìng monkey who Manted to bave t>*s coke and eat R, too. lis every bar stod hero cheerìng on ckk bomb 
footage. lis every working dass moron Mho bRches about a sodai safety nei and every middle dass moron 
Mho thinks He’J being taxed. Cadì and every one is a cog in The Machine™, and eoch and every one couldn’t 





























































pcssiblv Hnogìne onv cther exìstcncc. infoct if another exìstence is even hypcth esizecj, thè perso n brìnging ìt 
up ìs an instant pariah, an mv-tonerican terrorist sytnpathiang cotnrounist who probobly bod better be shipped 
off to Quantanatno bay. 

They will then start blatning “thè governtnent”, whith ìs kìnd of lìke bìtchìng about thè tooth fa*ry. Ihere ain’t 
no sud) ottonai. The governtwentìs- o so c - ì o l f k- tìon that exìsts stmply becouse we oli agreed ìt exìsted. it tea 
convention that we have oli bought iato, so that vie could ìnflìct °ur crap on Ihose other Gtuys. The entìre 
governinent systetn of thè Uniteci Jtates, at all levels Gndudìng thè tnìlìtary) ìs just under 17 tnìllìon people. Qìven 
that thè population is 3 12 tnìllìon crtìzens onci about )2 tnillion undocutnented oliens, thaf s 17 people tryìng to 
eod> tnonoge 32H screatnìng howler tnonkeys, or 1 governtnent etnployee or sddìer trying to govern 19 people 
he*s never inet or even seen. fcoodluck vtìththnt. 


tttetft Wall 3treet fwitJng you cwer (weH, it kìnd of ìs, but yoo bent 
over anh stnìled). Ifs >°U, babbo, ifs you thofs fucking you over. 


Jo what are you gonna «io about ìt? 
orKillKe 



















































sanai, it's almays mcornins Etyery mahins moment, aou set sanai. Ei/era steepms 
moment, too. aou oust don't nDtsre thosE as munir sartie mhen houte drunh. or 
it tue potnt 

point is, there'S sranai, and aou can't escape it. can-t liue mithout it. But mhat hmd 
of sanai are aou settins? HI teli aou. Bad sanai. 

"But proFessor," t hear aou saams. "The sanai a simpla riFDrmation fIouj. hoiju can 
that de inherentla sood or bad'?” meli Hid - thata some bad sanai aou sot there. 
md aou need to understand this... ita all bad sanai, thEse daas. 

houj thè hell can sdu uudse a sanali 3 rii sii/e aou a Feuj tips. First off, e it true? 
surra to start aou out ujith one of thè toush ones, but there aou so. n lot df 
sanai a true enoush in small pieces, but me set sanai in huse batches, and that shit 
doesn't add up. Euen a Ite ba omasion a stili a he 'round these parts. end since 
aou're blocNns eiyera third sanai, there-s no mas aou-re sonna set truth out of 
that Fucher 

end mho'5 siL/ms aou that sanai, anamay? mhere'd that come From? mast lihela, it 
sot beamed at aou From some assholE thata traina to proue a point, and mill do 
anathns to min, _iust to proi/e thea’re raht. nna sanai comma From a bias a sonna 
be a bad sanai, aus ita been tmisted around and a traina to chanse aour bram. 

mhich brinss up thè question, mha'd aou choose that sanai in thè First place? maabe 
ita aDu mhoa SDt thè bias, and aou-re tunins out euerathins that aou daasree mith. 
vou're choosins a set of sanala that doesn't haue anathms to do mith realità, so 
thè bad sanala on aou, pai. 

Then aou'Lre sot adL/ertains, propasanda, social conFormita ... theyrE all throwins bad 
sanai at aou, and aou’re receii/ms it, acceptins it, soma mith it. Et/en if aou're 
rejectms thè sanai aou set, aou'iye stili expenenced thè bad sanai, and ita chansed 
aou. vou'L/e reacted tD it ; ita made aou chanse aour behamor. 

Rnd Far thè true experts of bad sanai, aDU'i/e sot thè False Front, aou set some 
sanai thata abuiausla bad, and aou toss it aside... but that mas just a coi/er stara; 
ba reuectins thè obt/iousla bad sanai, aou'iye let a more msidious bad sanai slip inside, 
and that mas thè pomt. Thea-L/e uust sotten aou to do mhat thea mant, not ba 
coercion, but ba aour orni chaice. Rnd once aou set to that lei/el, aou're FucBed. 















The Man Proni Texas 


There once was a young man who was born in 
Texas. 

He hated it. He hated thè anti-intellectualism, 
hated thè casual attitude towards thè 
destruction of thè planet, hated thè way thè 
word "nigger" rolled off thè tongues of his 
family members, hated thè music, hated thè 
religion. He didn't want to be in Texas. He didn't 
want any part of himself to be Texas. He was 
going to jailbreak, if it was thè last thing he did. 




He moved away. He avoided contact with his 
family. He educated himself and argued for 
atheism loudly and often. He took speech 
lessons to remove his accent and never once 
allowed himself to slip. He never owned a 
handgun. He became a liberal figurehead in his 
community and marched for thè environment. 
He married a pretty blackgirl and raised three 
beautiful mixed-race atheist children. At last, he 
thoughtto himself, I have freed myself from my 
prison. He removed thè last mental brick from 
thè Wall of Texas inside his mind. 

And behind it was thè Wall of Raised in Texas. 





Nothing is true, everything is on fire. 







fi Brave fleui 
Ulorld 

Herr P (riotcnr W affiti 


The brave new world is now. Never before have we had so 
many opportunities for entertainment, information and 
connecting with people all over thè world. With a mere 
click of a button you can get almost every film ever made, 
download thè entire world library, and there’s enough 
pornography on tap to fairly kill a chap, to paraphrase a 
certain gentleman rhymer. We have iMacs, iPads, iPods, 
iPhones, iCIouds, iShit. We are constantly connected, we 
have created an artificial need to always be available 
anywhere and anywhen. We crave UNLIMITED DATA. 

The Russian billionaire Dmitry Itskov has sent out a cali to 
thè world's 1266 richest men and women to help fund 
research into Virtual immortality, and plans to be able to 
transfer personalities from thè human body to a robot by 
thè end of this decade, and to create holographic bodies 
by 2040. Virgin records founder Richard Branson unveiled 
his passenger space shuttle in July. I mention this only as 
an example of thè possibilities of our time. Nothing seems 
impossible anymore. 


And yet, we're not free, are we? While we preoccupy 
ourselves with UNLIMITED DATA, "they" are tightening thè 
noose around our collective necks, imposing more and 
more restrictions on us by thè very hour. Always claiming 
it is for our safety or security, "they" are thè over 
protective parent telling us it is for our good, and we 
should appreciate what they do. Or else. 

Stili, we have societ/s watchdogs, thè media, right? 

Well, no. The majority of Western media is run by a very 
few corporations, and they, like it or not, decide what you 
should know and not. Journalists aren't watchdogs, they're 
lapdogs. 

And we don't mind, because we crave to know about thè 
diets and weight losses (though, we prefer thè weight 
gains) and thè drunken escapades of our kardashians, 
cyruses, biebers etc. because it's easier than to think. 
Thinking hurts. Thinking might make us realize we aren't 
what we're supposed to be. Thinking may just set us apart 
from thè crowd, and we can't have that, now can we? 

This is exactly what "they" want. Make us collectively 
numb and dumb, so we'll accept whatever Orwellian 
nightmare they have in store for us with a smile and a 
heartfelt thank you. We thank them because they have 
given us thè Huxleyan paradise of UNLIMITED DATA. 


(written on an ipad) 





LEI 6REENW00S DISTILLERT 

American liquor mede in thè TJ2ADIT10NA1 AUERICAK WAV. 


lìlea back whes grandpe left thè drovned bats in thè coro oqueesino bacasse they 

"waro'l hnrtin it none". 

Distilled csseaec ol rotteci cera and baio wae aged in oil dromo (or TVO WKOLE VEEKS 

with • few plugo of Dayo-o-Vork to gire it thè neh 
brown color that generations of americano bave grava to know and love. 


Sere ai thè Lee Greenwood diotillery. we're induotriahaed thio time-teoted 
formula te bring you thè (mesi sippin whiekey in thè nation.' 
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kOhen ti1 die Geuvse efi human evento, il becemes unnecessavif fa* óne peeple le vemain unencumbevei 
bif tifvannif ani iniepenience, ani io assume enee again thè tele e£ shacklei £lave faem whence theif 
at ene Urne emevgei, a iecent vespect te thè epiniens efi mankini veguives that they sheuli ieclave thè 
causes which impel them back inte thè hanis efi iepenience. 

M)e heCè these tvuths te be incenoenient, that all men ave bevn alene, that theif ave eniewei bif thei* 
Gveatev with cevtain uncemfartable < J-acto, that ameng these ave that Alfa enis, that diappiness is 
neve* guavanteei, ani that Albevtif takes tee much efaert te maintain. ^fchat te escape these 
^J-acto, ani thè A)nta* 7 $utto has been institutei ameng men, establishing ito pewe* te 

evase veasen fivem thè minis efi thè stupii. <r Z^hat antf favm efi entertainment is pvefavable te anif 
favm thè -Hewible <r C*ee^. *~[,hat wheneve* anif < J-e*m efi <r [Jieught thveatens thè '~f)eeple with 
grtm vealities e* unwantei tvuths, it is thè 7&lgkt efi thè 'fìeeple te igneve e* abelish these theughto, 
ani te institute new theughto, laifing thei* fauniatiens upen whateve* faiveleus ani unimpertant 
bulishit might tickle thei* pathetic fancies fa* a faeting mement. 

'~P*uience, inieei, has shewn that mankini weuli vathe* embvace anif hiieeus lie, while thè lie makes 
them believe semething neble abeut themselves, even tehen lives a*e at visk, than save lives bif believing 
anif t*ue thing te ushich theif ave unaccustemei. 

/(ni ushen a leng tvain efi ausfal facto ani veal eviience pvesento a iesign te elevate thè peeple te 
uttev 7Zeasenableness ani /Pleievatien, it is thei* vight; it is thei* iutif, te thveus efa sudi facto ani 
eviience, ani te pveviie new djuavis fa* thei* fatuve cemfart ani cemplacence. /(ni such is new thè 
necessita which censtvains them te alle* thei* favme* Systems efi Genscieusness. e pveve this, let 
acto be submittei te a caniii wevli: 

• kOe bave facei ^Cewe* attacks, efi thè sert that cause veal iamage ani actual ieath. 

• kOe bave hai te leek at men kissing men ani wemen kissing wemen. óven in Ghuvches has 
this awfal vealitif been thvust upen us. 

• tOe bave leekei inte thè heavens ani fauni that thè linivevse is much eliev than thè 6,000 
ifeavs we weve pvemisei. 

• Science has shewn that we bave iesceniei faem meve apes, ani has net fauni eu* beliefi in a 
'pevsenal &jei te be e$ anif pavticula* mevit. 

• Alfa is net fai*. 

• kOe bave stubbei eu* tees, bveken eu* avms, pullei eu* hai*, cvackei eu* teeth ani beifeni a 
cevtain peint eu* /Vlemmies ave net theve te make it all bette*. 


jDh eoettf stage efi these Opptessicns Mie haoe petiticnei -Heaoen fot JZeitess in thè mcst humble 
(nell, scmewhat humble) tetms. Out tepeatei petiticns haoe been answetei onhf btf tepeatei Lnjutif. /( 
Unioetse, whcse chatactet is thus matkei btf eoettf act tohich May iefone a Mòtti which ices net catet 
tc cut ccmfotts ani ccnoenience, is a piace unfot fot antf selfotespecting cemfott-leoing -Human tc 
inhabit. 

Mie, thetefote, thè 7 Zeptesentatioes thè -Human 7 &ace, ic, in cut cton /Barnes ani btf thè 
/ 4 uthctiàf cfi cut mant( electtcnic tcys ani ptccessei high-fot ccmfott focis, sclemnlti publish ani 
ieclate that use ate, efoectioe immeiiateLii, gioing up cn *J-teeicm ani Adbetiif, because it makes us 
foet scatei, ani causes cut stcmachs tc tutn with apptehensicn ani unsuteness, ani insteai begging 
fot £cme -Highet ^J)cu>et tc cerne saoe us fitem cutselves, ani tuie coet us ccmpletelti. Mie ic net 
cate whc, as Icng as it isnt Hatack Clama. 

Mie hcweoet ic net pleige antfthing in suppctt efi thè Cause. Aet's net be hasty. 


~Ziex 
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SO, Wt'VE SEEN COMMON WALLS THAT OCCUR NATURALLY, AND WE'VE SEEN THOSE THAT ARE CREATED IN 
COLLABORATION; AND WE'VE DISCUSSED WHAT HAPPENS WITH THE INEVTTABLE DIFFERENCES THAT ARSE, 

BUT THE SUBTLE AND THE MAJOR. BUT CONSIDER THIS: THE DIFFERENCES YOU SEE IN YOUR SHARED WALL 
COULD VERY WELL BE MERELY A SHADOW CAST BY ONE OF YOUR VERY OWN BARS. 

W 4L j» ■ M ^ -A mm ■■ m. _ 
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FOR EXAMPLE, JOE AND SAM BOTO LOVE THE MUSIC OF THE DELTA BLUES; BOTO LOVE BARBECUE, AND 
BOTH WANT TO WORK TOGETHER TO IMPROVE THE dVIL RIGHTS OF WOMEN. BUT FOR SOME REASON, 

THEY SIMPLY CAN'T AGREE ON ANYTHING, AND THEIR ATTEMPTS AT CONVERSATTON ALWAYS END IN 
ACRIMONY AND BITTERNESS. BECAUSE AS IT HAPPENS, JOE S WHTTE AND WAS BORN IN SOUTH AFRICA IN 
1942, AND SAM S A BLACK AMERICAN BORN IN 1984» OBVIOUSLY, JOE'S BIASES ARE GETTTNG IN THE 


WAY. 
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Now, WHILE THIS S AN OBVIOUS EXAMPLE, FOLLOW THE TRAIL TO ITS CONCLUSION. SlNCE YOUR CELL S 
MADE UP OF YOUR EXPERIENCES, THE DIFFERENCES YOU SEE IN THE COMMON WALL ARE NOT JUST YOUR 
NEIGHBOR'S, THEY'RE YOURS, AS WELL. IT*S VERY EASY TO FALL INTO "RlGHT Man" SYNDROME WHEN 
ENCOUNTERING SOMETHING FAMI II A R AND DIFFERENT AT THE SAME TIME. YOUR BRAIN CL1CKS INTO THE 
FAM ITIA RITTES BEING "RIGHT", THE UNFAMHJAR THINGS BEING "WRONG", AND YOU FINO YOURSELF SIMPLY 
UNABLE TO STOP AND SELF-ANALYZE THE SITUATION. BECAUSE MAYBE, JUST MAYBE, YOUlRE THE "JOE" 
CHARACTER IN THE ABOVE STORY. jJP 

v-' r m 

BUT IF WE'RE TRYING TO BOTH SET THE BAR HIGH ENOUGH FOR OTHER'S DIFFERENCES AND AT THE SAME 
TIME MARE ALLOWANCES FOR OUR OWN POTENTI AL BIASES, WE AGAIN RUN INTO PROBLEMS. THERE'S A 
SAYING, "DO NOT UNDERSTAND ME TOO QUICKLY." THAT'S WHAT HAPPENS WHEN YOU ONLY FOCUS ON 
WHAT'S FAMUJAR. IF YOU IGNORE EVERYTHING THAT SOMEONE S SHARING WITH YOU EXCEPT FOR THE 
FAMHIAR THINGS, THEN YOU WILL COMPLETELY MBUNDERSTAND ANY MESSAGE THAT ADDS SOMETHING NEW 
TO THE S1GNAL. YOU'IX THONK YOU UNDERSTAND WHAT IS BEING COMMUNICATED, BUT IN NO TIME AT ALL, 
YOUTL BE STOCK IN YOUR OWN CELL AGAIN AND EVENTOALLY FUCK SOMETHING UP. 


The point of common walls is a focal pcmnt, a Foundation; THEYltE too unstable to support 

ANYTHING OF VALUE ON THEIR OWN FROM THE VERY START. IT TAKES WORK, EFPORT, AND AN ■ V - " \^| 

UNDERSTANDING OF BOTH YOURSELF AND YOUR NEIGHBOR TO TRANSMIT INFORMATION AND WORK 
TOGETHER TO BUILD MORE FAM1UARITY, TO STRENGTHEN THE WALL YOU SHARE. 

BeH i *# m?# - Iié r/SSA 

IF YOU FOCUS ON THE DIFFERENCES, THE COMMON WALL WILL NEVER GET STARTED. 

IF YOU FOCUS ON THE SIMILARITIES, THE COMMON WALL WILL NOT LAST. 
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IF YOU WORK TOGETHER TO BUILD MORE FAMUJARJTY, THE WALL WILL GROW STRONGER. 

.^R. 1 • J# A » T| 
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I dtwdys knew everyihing wds 
screwed up...Like ihis wds ihe 
iest-run, proioiype universe 
ihai wds never ociudlly iniended 
for aciudl use, righi? Bui ihe 


On Joining thè Church 
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funding for ihe finistied produci 
rdn oui, dnct we goi siuck bere. 


Theti I found The Book of ihe 
Aubgenius in ihe edrly 80s, and 
I liked whdi I sa w... Bui ii wasn'i 


ny) 


9UITE whdi fii ihe bill. Then I 
cdme «cross ihe PD a year or so 


Idier, and IT wasn'i redlly whdi 
I needed. Bui idken iogeiher, 
ihey mode a bell of a loi of 
sense. In fdci, ihe only ihing 
l've ever «dded io ii in my head 
is some of Wdrren Cllis and 
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Hn f s weirder stuff. 


I don i worry dboui whdi ihe 
diheisis sdy, or ihe thrisiians 
or even ihe Buddhisis. They’re 
noi ny people. My people are 
on PD and in ihe perveri bars 
and ihe low sireeis of ihe Holy 
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you re wrong or you re a 

person, fil'a because I dm d very, 

'é&W* «* 

very dngry monkey who feels 
beiier when he rodrs, because ii 
reduces ihe pressure of ihe 
endless hdie & page ihdi is in 
my hedd, pui ihere by a pldnei 
full of monkeys ihdi never 
learned ihe old axiom ’Jusi 
becduse you CAN doesn't medn 
HfOULD". 
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I "Principia Discordia" 

V Hunter S. Thompson 
3 principiadiscordia.com/forum 
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We’re All thè Same. 
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,(* Just in Different Ways. 
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Your prison is thè summation of all thè things that have happened to you in your lite. No one else has 
lived all of those experiences in thè same way that you have. Yet, your prison is similar to Other People's 
Prisons (You down with OPP?). Every celi has that large cinder block foundation made of materials like 
"mammal", "land dweller", "earthling", "puberty", "birth", "knowledge of death". These blocks are held 
together by mortar made of sight, hearing, touch, taste and smeli... just like every other prison celi in 
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thè place. 
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Of course, that spot worn in thè floor where you pace back and forth, that's somewhat unique. Every 
celi has one, but some are short, some run thè length of thè celi, some are deeply marked from Constant 
frenetic pacing, while others are light and barely noticeable. Some inmates pace, desperate to escape, 
some rarely pace, perhaps forgetting that they're in prison. 
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The material in your wall and bars, well those are less common. Not everyone has that chunk of bricks 
labeled "raised conservative Christian", but you might be surprised how often that one makes an 
appearance. Some cells don't have thè bar made of "liberal politics", but oddly, thè ones with thè bar 
made of "conservative politics" appear almost identical in so many ways. " 
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, even that spot where you took a sledgehammer to thè wall and built yourself a nice ree room... it's , 
not entirely unique. Other inmates have also remodeled their celi. Your remodeling is stili distinct , <> ■ 

though, but are you really proud of being thè only one that selected thè "Elvis on Velvet" decor? 
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* So what difference does it make? We're all in prison cells, we can never break completely free, we didn't 
even get a say in thè early development of thè walls and bars. Why should we care if our celi is entirely 
unique or full of similarities? 
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Every belief, every experience, every brick and bar of your BIP has a flaw. It can be broken, busted, 
rusted, knocked loose and replaced with something siightly less constricting. Not every brick and bar can 
be broken with thè same sledge. Not every guard can be knocked out with thè same barstool. Not every 
tunnel can be dug with thè same spoon. However, similar bricks and similar bars can often be broken or 
^ removed in similar ways. We are not all thè same, but thè similarities mean that we can learn from each 
other. If thè guy in thè celi next door finds a way to break his "conservative politics" bar, you may be 
able to learn from that when wriggling your 'liberal politics' bar loose. When someone knocks loose thè 
brick made of 'betrayed love', you might gain some insight on how to dislodge that same brick from your 

““ — — w v. 

w 

We are all unique. Uniqueness allows us to put information together in new ways, it allows us to 
,stumble on new ideas and it provides us with an experience that will never be duplicated. Yet, we can 
« say thè same about that pig who died for your bacon, that tree that died for your hickory smoke and 
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that kitten you gave half of your breakfast to. Not so special now, is it? Everything that lives and dies is 
unique and will have a unique set of experiences... whoopie. 
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We are all similar. Similarities allow us to communicate. Similarities allow us to have compassion, 
empathy and thè similarities allow us to learn from thè similar experiences of others. The uniqueness is 
not so special, however being able to share, analyze and act on thè similarities, THAT is some pretty 
special stuff. 
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One of thè most common expressions of frustration against thè generai trend of extremely horrible 
people doing extremely horrible things and making extremely large amounts of money as a result, is to 
rail against 'thè System', often with phrases sudi as 'thè System is corrupt', 'crush thè System', 'fuck thè 
System' and so on. I have a feeling that this language and thè thought that accompanies it are tragically 
misguided, and l'm going to try to explain why here. 

A good metaphor evokes images that help to make it easy to understand a concept. 'Black Iron Prison 
made liberal use of thè metaphor 'thè machine.' In this metaphor we are all part of thè machine; one 
cannot 'fight' thè machine because we are thè very cogs and gears that make it. Any attempt at change 
antagoniste to thè machine will be eliminated, subverted or accommodated cleanly. 


For some reason, thè metaphor of 'thè System' doesn't hold thè same nuance. We talk of thè System 
almost as though it were on one side of thè world and we were on thè other, when of course, that is not 
true. Politicai hegemony is upheld by people WE vote for. The BP disaster saw thè spili of oil WE needed 
for our cars, and globalization is fueled by our participation in thè global economy at any level. 

Let's stretch thè System metaphor. 'The System' is a name given to a collection (occultists might say 
"Egregore") of smaller systems that link up together. These systems are in Constant flux. We are a 
component of thè System, and thè System is a part of us (we both influence and are influenced by micro- 
systems that make up The System). 

We're not really going to deal with The System any more. We're going to talk about systems in generai. 















I personally have grown to dislike thè idea of random acts of kindness. Why? Because thè things that are 
making thè world worse, generally, are not random, but systematic. Exploitation of thè world's poor is 
possible BECAUSE it's done in thè same way, day after day. Successes that cannot be made systematic 
are not meaningful. Direct resistance has its place, but unless your actions are going to produce some 
sustainable change in a fairly short period of time (efficiently run boycotts that produce change in policy 
(a systematic change)), you can be pretty certain that you're going to run out of steam before an 
established System does. 

What l'm suggesting is a way of thinking of 'systems' as thè tools for change, rather than 'fighting The 
System' as a method of change. 








What sort of systems can or have produced change? Vegetarianism or veganism present one example. 
World heritage, environmental regulations, animai welfare and changes in marriage law are good 
examples for thè same reason above; they are systematic changes, which have had an effect yesterday, 
are effective today, and meet with success tomorrow. 

Compare this to any of thè attempts by Adbusters to subvert or destroy Capitalism. A mighty struggle 





may be an exciting narrative, but it is not generally likely to get results. Again, if metaphors can shape 
thè thinking behind our action, maybe we need to lose thè idea of 'fighting a battle' and expand on thè 
concept of 'building a village'. 

Counter-culture belongs to thè first category, thè battle allegory. It is parasitic, a reaction against thè 
'mainstream'. Instead of a focus on counterculture we should focus on 'culture,' building alternatives 
instead of struggling against thè existing culture or System. 

If you just skimmed it, here's thè main idea; The System is actually a collection of interrelated competing 
systems. If we want to cause change we should focus on supporting or building systems that can thrive 
within The System, thereby causing positive change. 








s Pueq 3Jeq 


°* s )dLUd ììe 


°1 ìnq 'djoq 
1 Pue siuejo 


iìUdJdyip §uiqjauj ( 


•"°p oj ìqSno 
> l u !^ì oj p aau 


fldSLUjij 0} 

no A iseqnj J9}e/ ^ 


: ' ìd ~l in™ Su !qìduil 

10 A« ue a p aq g ne( 


u °s/un uj puodssj 


9J9 m jeqj 


9J9 4 asaqj^o 


; 3J3 q anss. am aq m suiaas iem l swvo » a * ' ajaqi ° H " 

•jieAe ou oi inq 'a|oq am 
«durane pue ■su.eu pue su, eJ o pue spue* ue,s 'uoos 

'sAes ueis .,i 9ja 4 98S » 


g 9 d Suojm am 3uisn aJ.noA 'Auuiu noA, 


pinoqs Sad punoj siqj. j 


isn[ >pui 9 m °P 




sjenbs pi /os 3 q } 


s Pueq a Jeq 


J y °J sjdiuajjg 


Pue sujejo 


9 J 9 4 Jieq ; q§noj qì§dd 


dJenbs 


e 4 meq M 


















(^JldfL&pA&h 


l» IM 


9 I°M aqj OJU! pajnod aq q D , UM ' Ja ,p M Irt 

■' PSU ' e|dXS 8q ‘' UM ,Et » B S. 3J3M !u133S )l t 

■*>*« mme P8, °° l u, p3(!d . pau “^ P u J ^“> ££ *** I 


•luaqi Ml'.M aujoq 
d>PM» »M» )° P«* 3 W 3 ' UED “ ,eD 3J ' ,U8 "" ' USM1 

s38d JI3LH>1001 puesAnSM3je anie q i h 

•papaauoD uueu paiU3»uoDS !P aqi ,,-dn 3ai3 I l! *> n d» 


„m s 



pooS-ou e aa.noA., asuodssj u| («pueuies 


yoqs) uies pa||aA JsjnoA s,l. AVM ou S.3J0M1 illHSnna,, 


^ 9 pa„,« 3uoJB3g) 

PI"M4SWAa J"j jf 1 " SU,|) d° J ajjeui e A|uo JmIT^ PW s > U3 ™S Je - SJa , 

" PUe ^ 8 —d 











»,\v.V 


Drinking With 


Jesus 


fc * 


opposite mine, with a nice looking young'lad^ on bis 


lavanda bete of wine in h ~"‘ » - **, 

i -O* \ 

I didn't jump quite so high, this time.J'm getting used to it. MBU**' ' 

wife, Mary." he said, between nips on thè bottle. „ * 

___ 1 

"Hello, Mary." _ _ 


I "Hey, there, Roger...l want you to meet my ' 




<±m~ 


Mary smiled, b U t didnt say anything. 

D<>l< ' ""’ a, S *°* VOU bU8ged? Vo “ *">•» look so good." 
you, 3 * <*<»«« are con,** ,b rough> 

"Well, thatkindofsucks.” Jesus replied. 

^sohow abolita bit of a hand? 


thè engineer thinks he 1 : 


"Yeah, 


^^^^^^^^t^^here, right?" 

"Nope. First of all, I know everything in creation...But since humans have free will, I make no claim to 
understand thè byzantine rules you have created for yourself. Second, thè free will thing again...You are 
free to fail. I don't ‘take thè wheel’. If I did, of what use are you?'". . , . , 

f/ri 

"Okay, so you teli me, Jesus...What's thè meaning behind all this? Notthisfucking paperwork, butlife? I ^ ■ j 

work 70 hours a week, for thè privilege of not working thè other 92 hours. Of those 92 hours, I am 
asleep for about 43 hours, leaving me - on a GOOD week - with 49 hours a week to do anything 
else. What thè hell kind of set up is THAT?" 














"Interesting. Ithoughtthat 
needle's eye, etc, thè neh m 


you said there wasn't a fieli, just thè 


K,ch P eo Ple make their 
friends. WhenthevriiP 


no need for stuff. So their whole 


time in 'boot camp', as we cali Earth, was spent learning skills that have absolutely no application. 

. tinnoH "Wnrst of all oeople who think this way feel worthless when they 

' :r;r a ^ ^ - ** <■** 

d Z ve ed because tbey can't accumulate ll«tfe green pieces of paper fast enough. Then , gotta go 


aper in front of my desk. "You didn't carry thè tens column 
try to help you for a bit. 


'You've already figured it out for 


I said, putting on my jacketfor a nice, 


Don't sweat it' 


To be continued. 


Shit Roger has actually said in conversation, stripped of context: 

1. l've seriously considered having my head lasered. 

2. No, l'm pretty sure I don't have rabies, but thanks for asking. 

3. Ask ECH. He's always given me good advice. In a Redman sort of way. 

4. If you're going to wreck your motorcycle, at least be listening to Elvis while you're doing it. 

5. You can't really understand Tucson until a hornet flies up thè leg of your shorts and goes batshit. 







Hey you! You're not so special! 


The Right Reverenti Nigei 


I know, I know; thè world is going to shit, and no one around you seems prepared to wake up and 
THINK! Horrifying laws are being passed every day that restrict thè freedoms of ordinary citizens, and at 
thè same time thè laws that used to protect thè little guys from thè big guys are being struck down. 
We're at their mercy, but it seems like you're surrounded by a legion of sheep, of armchair heroes who 
do nothing but cheer on thè erosion of their own rights, their own prosperity, and their own future. You | 
feel like you're all alone in a world full of automatons. 

After all, thè vast majority of thè people in this country are Traditional Christian Families who hate gays 
and teenage girls who get abortions, and love God, war, and Wal-Mart. They get their information from 
Fox News and they're against taxes and social programs. They think thè poor deserve to be poor 
because they aren't good enough, that homosexuality is a sin, and that if you can't afford healthcare, 
you probably deserve to die. They're on thè side of those big corporations that dose down factories and 
leave whole towns devastated and hopeless so they can increase their profits by moving manufacturing 
to Mexico. They support thè shareholders, and think big business should get welfare and tax breaks thè 
rest of us don't get because What's Good For Big Business is Good For America. Besides, they think they 
might just be rich someday, and they don't want any slackers taking a nibble out of THEIR slice of pie. 
Right? i: . v. 


Hold thephonether?/ 

Just where did you get this impression, anyway? Who told you that's what most Americans are like? 
Why do you think you're so unique, so extraordinary, so alone? 

* It's called alienation, and they're doing it to us on purpose. But who are they? 

Five media companies control over 90% of thè media in thè US, and they have counterparts... mostly 
inextricably linked counterparts... all over thè world. When you hear that "most Americans want this" or 
"most Americans oppose that", take a moment to ask yourself; in this media-controlled world where 
what you hear is not what's true so much as what they want you to believe, why would you believe that 
most Americans are mindless sheep complacently following thè shepherd? 

Alienation is embedded at all levels of Western culture. In our jobs, we are isolated from thè products 
our companies produce. If we are in manufacturing, we spent months or years or a whole lifetime only 
handling that one side panel our machine puts out. Just thè side panel. How can you take pride in a side 
panel? How can you pat that side panel and say with satisfaction "Yessirree, I made that!"? 

You can't. Work has become a daily grind, and people are working longer, more productive hours for 
less pay. Who benefits? — [ 


-* 
































^j7!i^h^eS?SSff^lt^!!^im^oLi^?-workers want your job. The company demands loyalty, anc 
thè more loyal you are thè more likely they are to spare you in thè next round of layoffs. Troublemakers 
don't stay. You know this. You can't trust your co-workers; they have thè wrong values, anyway. They're 
sheep, mindlessly following orders, happily obedient. You do your job and you're glad to have one. You 
know you won't be getting a raise this quarter but if you keep your head down you might get to pick up 
an extra shift here and there to make ends meet. Alienation. 

The banks have coffers stuffed full of all thè extra profits created by thè widening gap between wages 
and production, and are all too happy to lend you (at a low, low introductory rate for thè first six 
months) thè money you are so short on so you can have thè stuff it takes to keep up. But ifs just thè 
stuff you need, not like those jackasses down thè Street who bought a huge flatscreen TV that you can 
see them watching thè game on through their window. You know those guys oppose smgle-payer health • 
care- you can see it in their baseball caps and their Ford Explorers. You try not to make eye contact 
when you walk by and they’re on thè porch smoking. T h e ^ different from you; they're not paymg 
attention and they have thè wron g values . Alienation. _ 

But wait a minute... if that's what you think of them, what do they think of you? And how is it that if thè 
media is controlled by five giant corporations, all of which also have their fingers in industries ranging 
from soda to pesticides, everyone thinks it's liberal? Why would thè media be telling its audience that 
thè others are different, and they're out to get you? 

As you've long suspected, there's someone running thè show, and they're telling you all thè things they 
want you .0 hear. 

Most Americans, traditional Christian families or not, want thè same things. They want jobs, healthcare, 
living wages, and a democratic politicai System in which their voice matters. Most Americans do not 
hate gays, do support single-payer health care, are concerned for thè environment, don't want to be at 
war, have a strong sense of compassion and concern for their community's well-being, and think big 
business has too much influence on government. 

That last bit has everything to do with why They don't want Us to know that we're really not all that 
special. If We The People dropped thè illusion that we are irreparably divided by what are, in reality, 
relatively trivial elements to our ideologies, we would learn that our larger ideologies match up much 
better than They've been telling us... and united, we could do something about getting thè power back 
in thè hands of thè populace, and government out of thè hands of thè international mega-corporatio ns. w 

FBl fr.. ^ jT r m 

YOU would discover that hey, you! You're not so special!: 

And doesn't that feel good? 

\ 
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There is Nc Discordia» Drand Name 


THE GOOD REVEREND ROGER 

You bear it all thè time, anywhere where Discordians meet..."What is Discordian Music/Movies/etc?" 
In a religion in which thè only commandment is "Think For Yourself, Schmuck", this has got to be thè 

absolute nadir of irony. 

Of course, there IS Discordian literature. That is to say, there are books and artides on Discordianism 
(you're reading one right now), but you can't point at a work of fiction and say "that is or is not 
Discordian." By its very definition, Discordianism is what YOU want it to be. You are not required to 
get consensus, or to maintain lists of what is or is not Discordian. You CAN, of course, but people will 

point and laugh. 

There are no set rules, for example, for having a Discordian wedding. For one Discordian, thè wedding 
might involve Harley Davidsons and assless chaps. For another, it might involve a full Catholic 

ceremony, done with an entirely straight face. 

If you want an Officiai Discordian™ List O' Reading Material or whatever, then you have, in fact, found 
thè ONE way to DO IT WRONG. If you want church members to teli you what is and what is not 
canon, then you are in thè wrong religion. You could try Catholicism, or maybe Scientology or even 
thè Moonies. They will teli you what to do, and how to do it. 

So will I, come to think of it, but religious consultation can get a little pricey. Write me a line detailing 
your questions, and l'Il send you an estimate. Once we have all thè financial monkey business out of 
thè way, l'Il teli you what you need to listen to, watch, read, have sex with, whatever, in order to be a 

REALLY REAL DISCORDIAN FOR REALNESS. 

However, all sales are FINAL. Cash UP FRONT. No personal cheques, please. 

There. That's settled...So no more asking what's "Discordian", unless you are willing to dig DEEP, 
brother/sister/etc. I mean, you wouldn't go to thè doctor and ask for advice without expecting to be 
billed, right? You wouldn't ask a plumber to blast out that enormous fossilized turdball stuck down in 
thè pipes for free? What kind of person ARE you? Apparently, some sort of COMMUNIST or perhaps 
even a TERRORIST, and we have PLACES for people like you, and big, corn-fed brutes from Alabama to 

tend to your rehabilitation. 


So knock it off. 



Or Kill Me. 


EPILOGUE 


Well, you dici it. You got through thè semi-lucid ramblings of a bunch of 
disenfranchised freaks struggling to navigate thè fine line between philosophy and 
delusion in a society that is hostile to nonconformity. How well they succeeded? 
That’ s for you to decide. Think for yourself, schmuck. 

You have some choices to make, now, about what you want to do with everything you 
read here. If you want, you can forget about it, and go back to your evening news and 
your teevee dinners and your pundits using-and-theming this whole thing to death, 
forever. You can live eternally in Tucson, where nothing gets any better and nobody 

ever dies. 

Or, you can, y’ know, not. 

Before you go, V 11 give you a piece of advice: Don* t listen to that bastard The 
Good Reverend Roger. You don’ t want to go back to thè past; it’ s a trick, and 
besides, we' ve already been there, done that. There' s nothing left to see. No, come 
on ahead, and don’ t be afraid; I* m waiting for you in thè Future. 

The Future you demanded. 


-The Righi Reverend Ni gel 




thè prison dwells 
asfar back in ti me 
as livings cells. 
and, as cells, 

living become our prisons, 
themselves. 
if our prisons jell 
together, then together 
we're like cells 
as well. 








